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Thereafter the lady's life was marked out for her,
as it were, by white posts with chains slung be-
tween them even as the carriage-drive of her
country home; her future became reassuringly
predictable; the first few years of her married life
were spent in retirement, devoting herself to the
production of an heir, of a younger brother or two
if possible, and probably of several little girls whose
own future, at that date, seemed not very hard to
guess; this duty accomplished, she might hope for
a period of yearly relaxation in London, ordered
and increasingly stately as the natural frivolity of
youth matured into the sobriety of complete
matronhood; until we behold her, fulfilled in the
person of Lady Clementina Burbidge, barricaded
behind her tea-table and her sizzling kettle, dis-
pensing tea to her afternoon callers with her
debutante daughter in attendance to hand little
plates of rock cake, bread-and-butter rolled into
sausages, or buttered scones supposed to retain
their warmth over a splash of hot water in the
slop basin.

The very rooms in which they dwelt differed
from Sylvia's rooms or the rooms of her friends.
There, a certain fashion of expensive simplicity
was beginning to make itself felt; a certain taste
was arising, which tended to eliminate unnecessary
objects. Here, the overcrowded rooms preserved
the unhappy confusion of an earlier day. Little
silver models of carriages and sedan-chairs, silver
vinaigrettes, and diminutive silver fans, tiny bas-
kets in silver filigree, littered the tables under the